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and slowly climbed up the hill. ' Miserable woman/
he said, you have upset me more than I can
say! By your wickedness you have set at naught
my years of austerity. You have made a shame-
ful mockery of one of the choicest saints who
ever lived. You have had the wanton impudence to
set me on my feet, like common mortals, 'when my
desire is to stand on my head and finally attain a
degree of holiness second to none among the most
exalted of our Gods.  Vile creature ! Too late have
I plumbed the wickedness of your heart, but it is not
too late for a vengeance so complete and so
awful . . .?

t( The holy man was about to pour forth a most
terrible curse when I held up the feather and shook
it in his face, saying : c Peace, Eajputana, peace. Is
your memory so poor that you have forgotten the
way I tickled you yesterday ? ?

" No sooner had I uttered these words than he
began to weep and to beg for mercy. c No, no, any-
thing but that, anything but that!' he murmured,
almost beside himself.

" c Rajputana/ I said,( Let us be good friends and
not quarrel with each other. The blood that has too
freely collected in your head will doubtless subside
presently. Tell me, is it not good to see the world
the right way up again, and tell me, is it not
somewhat pleasant to see a woman the right way
up too ??